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History  of  the  Senior  A  '30  Class 

"January  Seniors 

A-M— 139 

N-Z— 173" 

*  This  notice  was  the  first  thing  that  we  saw 
on  the  bulletins  posted  throughout  the  campus 
on  the  first  day  of  the  spring  semester,  January, 
1929.  It  guided  us  to  our  sponsor  rooms; 
forced  us  to  realize  that  we  were  seniors.  Each 
of  us  was  now  one  of  those  august  personages 
upon  whom  we  had  gazed  with  such  awe  in 
our  freshman  days.  We  drew  ourselves  up  with 
great  dignity  and  proceeded  proudly  to  our 
respective  sponsor  rooms.  And  didn't  we  have 
reason  to  be  proud?  We  certainly  did.  Rooms 
139  and  173  had  for  many  years  housed  suc- 
cessful senior  classes,  and  ours  was  to  be  no 
exception.  Under  the  able  guidance  of  Miss 
Grace  Emery  and  Miss  Ruth  Stone  and  with 
the  welcome  advice  of  Mr.  Stuart,  what  class 
could  help  but  get  started  with  a  bang  and 
continue  with  vim  and  vigor?      *      4»      *      * 

*  For  several  months  after  our  organization 
as  a  class,  our  activities  were  rather  few  and  far 
between;  but,  when  once  the  ball  began  rolling, 
they  came  thick  and  fast.  On  April  13,  1929, 
the  first  joint  meeting  of  the  two  sponsor 
rooms  was  held  in  the  new  lunch  room,  Room 
173  being  the  guest  of  Room  13  9.  It  was  then 
that  Mr.  Stuart  first  explained  the  new  system 
of  dividing  the  June  and  January  seniors:  Those 
pupils  having  enough  credits  to  enter  the 
senior  class  in  September  will  be  admitted  as 
members  of  the  Senior  T  division;  those  having 
more  than  the  required  amount  of  credits  to 
be  taken  as  members  of  the  Senior  A  or  January 
division.  The  A  and  T  stand  for  Arsenal  Tech- 


nical. By  using  this  new  method  the  two  divi- 
sions of  the  class  will  be  more  equal  in  number 
than  before.  The  adoption  of  this  new  plan 
necessitated  the  creation  of  a  new  sponsor  room, 
192,  with  Miss  Helen  Elliott  as  sponsor,  in  Sep- 
tember,  1929.      4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 

*  The  next  important  official  act  of  our  class 
was  the  election  of  officers,  held  in  May,  1929, 
with  this  outcome:  president,  Emmett  Lowery; 
vice-president,  Lucille  Stanley;  secretary,  Eliza- 
beth Ford;  treasurer,  Richard  Rothert;  and 
sergeant-at-arms,  Wayne  Murphy.  The  officers 
were  inaugurated  at  a  senior  meeting  in  the 
auditorium  on  October  22,  1929.        4.      4.     4. 

*  When  we  returned  to  school  in  the  fall,  one 
of  the  first  items  of  interest  to  attract  our  at- 
tention was  the  fact  that  our  class  play  had 
already  been  chosen  by  the  committee:  "Mon- 
sieur Beaucaire,"  by  Booth  Tarkington.  A  more 
charming  selection  could  not  have  been  made. 
Of  course,  the  next  natural  step  was  to  choose 
the  cast.  After  many  hours  of  tryouts  Park 
Newton  and  Eva  Mae  Lombard  were  chosen 
as  the  leads.  They  were  more  than  ably  assisted 
by  a  wonderful  supporting  cast,  including 
Joseph  Tomes,  Tom  Ochiltree,  Wayne  Murphy, 
Evelyn  Wolfard,  Lucille  Stanley,  Eleanor  Cleve- 
land, and  almost  a  dozen  and  a  half  others. 
Since  the  play  required  such  a  large  cast,  a 
great  many  of  our  class  had  an  opportunity  to 
display  their  dramatic  ability.       4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  The  very  fact  that  we  had  an  excellent  play 
would  have  been  enough  for  us,  but  we  were 
further  honored  by  being  the  first  class  to  pre- 
sent our  play  in  the  new  auditorium.  This  was 
indeed  an  honor,  since  the  school  has  been 
anticipating  this  auditorium  for  seventeen  years. 
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*  After  the  excitement  of  the  play  had  worn 
off,  it  was  necessary  to  return  to  business  and 
choose  class  day  officers.  The  contest  resulted 
in  this  selection:  class  poet,  Ralph  Montgom- 
ery; class  song  writer,  Mary  Gunckel;  and  class 
historian,  Miriam   Schurman.         *      *      *      * 

*  The  colors  chosen  for  the  class  were  brown, 
orange,  and  tan.  Nicholson  was  voted  the  pho- 
tographer by  a  large  majority.       *      *      *      ■*■ 

*  This  year  a  new  idea  was  conceived  regard- 
ing the  class  gift.  It  was  decided  that  the 
Senior  A  '3  0  and  the  Senior  T  '30  classes  com- 
bine and  present  to  the  school  a  group  of  chairs 
to  be  placed  on  the  stage  in  the  auditorium  in 
the  space  corresponding  to  that  occupied  by 
the  pipe-organ  console.  These  chairs  are  to 
serve  for  the  honor  guests  at  the  assemblies. 
In  order  that  the  student  body  may  have  the 
opportunity  to  hear  and  become  acquainted 
with  experienced  speakers  from  all  over  the 
world,  the  seniors  have  appropriated  a  fund  for 
this  purpose.        *:•      •£•      *      *      *      •!•      *      •;• 

*  Now,  to  revert  to  school  activities  and  indi- 
vidual honors,  the  first  few  months  of  the 
spring  semester  were  so  filled  with  basketball 
games  and  tournaments  that  there  was  no  time 
to  think  of  anything  else.  When  the  time  for 
basketball  tournaments  —  sectionals,  regionals, 
and  the  state — came  around,  everything  else 
stood  still.  Never  had  a  basketball  team  at  Tech 
acquitted  itself  as  creditably  as  did  the  team  of 
1929.  It  was  runnerup  in  the  state!  Wasn't 
that  enough  to  excite  anyone?  Emmett  Lowery, 
Frank  Reissner,  and  Francis  Cullivan  did  splen- 
did work.  Emmett,  who  was  awarded  the  Gim- 
bel  prize,  was  the  first  Indianapolis  boy  to  re- 
ceive this  great  honor.  The  Indianapolis  News, 
Star,  and  Times,  and  the  Indiana  Sports 
Writers'  Association  placed  him  as  guard  on 
the  all-state  first  team.     *      *     *      4.      4.     4. 

*  Block  T's  were  awarded  to  both  Emmett 
Lowery  and  Richard  Rothert  on  Honor  Night 
in  June.         ********* 

*  The  1929  football  team  played  excellently 
throughout  the  season.  Ted  Lippincott,  Leland 
Loman,  Emmett  Lowery,  Richard  Rothert, 
Herbert  Wetzel,  and  Norman  Worth  were 
among  its  best  players.  Although  the  team  did 


luse  to  Shortridge,  Tech  still  has  a  chance  for 
the  City  Series  cup.  *      *      *      <$•      *      *      * 

*  Our  class  is  well  represented  throughout  the 
campus  with  officers  of  the  various  clubs.        * 

*  Organ  scholarships  given  by  Miss  Elsie  Mc- 
Gregor every  semester  were  awarded  in  the 
spring  to  Judith  Blakeman  for  one  year,  and  in 
the  fall  to  Loretta  Kittle  for  half  a  year.  * 
+  Louise  Harshman  was  awarded  a  violin 
scholarship  to  the  Irvington  School  of  Music. 

*  Marian  Edwards  received  as  a  prize  in  an 
aviation   essay   contest,    a    trip   to   New   York. 

*  In  the  spring  Julius  Thorman  represented 
Tech  in  a  contest  sponsored  by  the  D.  A.  R. 
He  was  awarded  a  medal  for  his  essay.       *      * 

*  Our  class,  the  Senior  A  class  of  193  0,  has 
successfully  and  even  with  honors  finished  high 
school;  and  without  doubt  its  members  will 
continue  to  receive  honors  and  rewards,  spurred 
on  by  our  motto:      *      *      *      *      *     *      * 

*  "To  God,  thy  country,  and  thy  friend  be 
true."     4.4.41******* 

MIRIAM    SCHURMAN. 


Senior  Jewels 

With  a  jeweled  band  these  happy  years  at  Tech 

Have  bound  us — one. 

A  band — not  set  with  precious  stones 

But  strung  with  friendly  thoughts, 

With  kindly  deeds. 

Perchance  with  disagreement — yes — 

But  honest  differences 

Building  stronger  characters 

And  minds. 

Each  welcoming  smile — 

A  ruby,  warming. 

The  passing  jest — a  diamond, 

Flashing! 

The  feasts  at  noonday — sapphires — 

With  friendship,  true. 

This  band's  strong  clasp,  a  knot  of  pearls, 

Humility  and  purity. 

Oh  may  we  be  bound,  indeed, 

By  unity — comradeship — unselfishness, 

And  much  of  loving  kindness 

To  face  the  world. 

BETTY  OGLESBY. 
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Jerry  Goes  to  Bath 

Prize  Short  Story 

*  "Wasn't  our  play  keen?  And  Lady  Clarise! 
Boy,  she  is  cute,  isn't  she?"  *  4»  4.  4»  4* 
+  "Gee,  you  still  thinking  about  the  senior 
play?  Yeh — it  was  good;  but  you  better  do 
something  with  that  yo-yo.  How  come  you 
have  it  out  here?"     4*      *      4-      4-      4*      4-      * 

*  "I  don't  know — but  Lady  Clarise  in  that 
white  dress — whoops!"     4.      4.      4.      4.     4.      4. 

*  "You  have  it  bad,  Jerry.  Do  you  dream 
about  her?"  4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  "Oh,  cut  it!  Me,  Coach?  K.  O.  Take  this 
yo-yo,  Bill."  Jerry  Cunningham,  blond  and  a 
"hot"  football  player,  chased  himself  into  the 
midst  of  the  muddy  group  on  the  field.     4»      4» 

*  But  no  matter  how  hard  he  tried,  he 
couldn't  get  his  mind  on  his  playing.  Back  in 
the  recesses  of  it  he  was  seeing  Lady  Clarise — 
the  coquette — the  charmer.  Suddenly,  he  didn't 
know  why  or  how,  he  was  running  down  the 
field  with  a  football  tucked  under  his  arm. 
Even  more  suddenly  than  the  realization  that 
he  must  evade  those  blue-jerseyed  men  in  front 
of  him,  came  a  thud,  a  bump  which  made  his 
head  feel  extremely  light  and  wobbly  on  his 
neck.  His  knees  wavered.  Came  oblivion.  4»      4> 

*  The  next  thing  Jerry  knew  he  was  standing 
in  a  wide  doorway  by  the  side  of  a  tall,  fleshy, 
well-groomed  man  whom  he  somehow  knew  to 
be  Beau  Nash.  The  social  dictator  was  talking 
to  him,  and  Jerry  literally  pricked  up  his  ears. 

*  "Princess  Amelia  is  over  there — just  inside 
the  door.  She  is  very  beautiful — eh,  what?"    4* 


*  "She  looks  like  Lady  Clarise  to  me,"  mut- 
tered Jerry,  and  marveled  at  his  ease  with  this 
great  man.  He  gazed  around  him  with  wide 
eyes.  The  beautiful  ladies  and  graceful  men 
looked   strangely  familiar.       4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  Beau  Nash  led  him  across  the  room,  and  pre- 
sented him  to  the  piquant  young  lady  with  the 
curly  hair  and  charming  smile — the  girl  who 
bore  such  a  remarkable  resemblance  to  the 
inimitable  Lady  Clarise.  4>      *      4"      4»     4»      4" 

*  Princess  Amelia  lifted  dainty  fingers  to  be 
kissed.  Jerry  blushed  and  shook  the  delicate 
hand  vigorously.  The  lady  withdrew  it  rather 
coldly;  but,  at  sight  of  Jerry's  embarrassed 
grin  and  the  dimple  which  played  at  the  corner 
of  his  mouth,  she  smiled  a  little.         ♦      ♦      * 

*  He  seated  himself  beside  her  and  said,  "Do 
you  like  football?"    4»      4*      *      *    ■  *     +      * 

*  The  princess  looked  a  trifle  confused,  hesi- 
tated. "Why— I  have  never  heard — I  don't 
know — that  I  care  for  it  a  great  deal."     4*      4« 

*  "Gee,  it's  great!"  Silence.  "Say,  do  you  have 
a  yo-yo?  Let's  see — wait  a  minute!"  And  from 
his  pocket  he  drew  his  yo-yo  and  dangled  it 
with  a  preliminary  swing.  Princess  Amelia 
looked  strangely  at  the  yo-yo,  at  Jerry,  and  at 
the  circle  of  nobles  and  ladies  gathering  about. 
+  One  man  with  a  creamed  and  powdered  face 
was  completely  astounded  and  could  not  con- 
trol his  curiosity.  "Sir,  may  I  ask  what  this 
curious  toy  is?"         *     4*     4*     4»     *     4»      * 

*  "A  yo-yo.  Kinda  silly,  but  it's  fun,  and  you 
sure  have  to  know  how!"  Up,  down,  up,  down, 
the  ridiculous  disc  ran  the  length  of  the  cord. 
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*  The  guests  looked  at  Beau  Nash.  If  the 
social  dictator  accepted  the  foreign  stranger — 
well,  of  course.  The  boy  was  so  very  bold,  and 
yet  charmingly  bashful.  He  had  winked  at  this 
Miss  Manners  and  asked  her  if  she  could  do  the 
Indiana  Hop  or  the  Camel  Glide,  and  then  had 
blushed  like  a  girl.  Surely  Beau  Nash  would 
frown  on  such  atrocious  manners,  but  the  fel- 
low was  clever  and  had  an  irresistible  little 
boy's  smile.  They  found  themselves  laughing 
in  spite  of  their  efforts  to  maintain  their 
dignity.  Glancing  at  Beau  Nash,  Jerry  saw  a 
half-smile  on  his  thick  lips,  and  noticed  that 
his   three  chins   seemed   to   denote   amusement. 

*  Turning  to  Princess  Amelia,  Jerry  said 
softly  for  her  ears  alone  (a  perfect  Beaucaire), 
'"Wouldja  like  to  hustle  down  to  the  drug 
store  and  gargle  a  coke,  Clarise — Amy?"  4.      * 

*  "Pardon?"  and  the  princess  turned  a  face 
perfectly  devoid  of  comprehension  to  him.  «fr 
+  "I  say,"  broke  in  a  tall,  thin  individual  who 
wore  the  unmistakable  look  of  an  excessive 
drinker  of  tea.  "Who  are  you,  sir,  and  what  are 
you  doing  here  at  Lady  Malbourne's  ball?"      * 

*  "Oh,  Percival,  slap  my  wrist.  The  same 
thing  you're  doing  here  and — did  you  ask  who 
am  I?  Great  Caesar's  ghost,  where  have  you 
been  all  your  life,  you  lovely  thing?  Don't  you 
like  basketball?"         *      *      *      *      *      *      * 

*  "My  word!  Pardon  me,  sir,  but  you  are  very 
peculiar.  I  am  Sir  Reginald  Manners.  From 
what  section  of  England  have  you  come?"      * 

*  "Say,  what  is  this,  a  game?  Figure  those 
questions  and  answers  out  for  yourself."  Jerry 
smiled.  Beau  Nash  smiled  too,  and  Jerry  edged 
closer  to  him.  If  there  was  going  to  be  a  fight, 
Beau  Nash  would  be  a  great  one  to  have  on 
his  side.  &&&&&$•      +      && 

*  "Do  you  think  they're  dangerous?"  he 
asked,  grinning  at  the  high  and  mighty  of 
Bath  society.        *#**      *•!••!•* 

*  "You  really  should  be  more  careful,  my 
lad,  because  you  know  you  are  a  little  amaz- 
ing. Where,  may  I  ask,  did  you  get  that 
strange  attire?  It  is  no  end  peculiar  but  rather 
fetching  at  that."      *      *      *      ■£      •{•      ♦      * 

*  "Well,  yours  is  a  little  too  frilly,  don't  you 
think,  my  dear  fellow?  Frills  aren't  as  becom- 
ing to  the  male  figure  as  these  straight  lines.  I 


doubt  if  we  patronize  the  same  tailor.  That 
would  make  a  difference,"  returned  Jerry  with 
a  mock-English  air.    *      •£•      •&      ♦      ♦      •$•      4- 

*  Beau  Nash  chuckled,  as  he  piloted  Jerry  out 
a  door  near  them  onto  a  breezy  balcony.  4»      •{• 

*  "You're  frightfully  amusing,  old  chap. 
What  is  your  name,  and  if  I  do  not  presume 
to  ask  too  much,  where  have  you  come  from?" 

*  "My  name  is — Jer — Captain  Badger."  Jerry 
bowed  and  grinned.  *      *      •!•      *      *      *      * 

*  "French?  By  Jove,  you  are  very,  very 
queer."  Beau  Nash's  eye  fell  on  Jerry's  wrist 
watch,  and  he  shook  his  head  in  perplexity.    <• 

*  There  was  a  slight  rustle  in  the  doorway, 
and  Jerry  turned  quickly,  ready  to  sock 
Reggy's  aquiline  nose.  However,  it  was  not  Sir 
Reginald,  but  Princess  Amelia  who  stood  there, 
her  beautiful  features  cameoed  faintly  on  the 
dimly-lighted  background.  For  a  moment  Jerry 
himself  wondered  how  it  happened  that  he  was 
here  in  the  midst  of  these  English  lords  and 
Princess  Amelia.         ♦      ♦      ♦  ^  ♦      ♦      ♦      ♦ 

*  "My  dear  Princess!  Do  not  stand  here  in  the 
cold  with  no  wrap  on!"  exclaimed  Jerry.  His 
concern  pleased  the  princess,  and  she  flashed 
her  sweetest  smile  on  him.      4*      •!■•£•£      ■S* 

*  He  bowed  gallantly  to  Beau  Nash,  and 
then,  taking  Princess  Amelia's  arm,  he  escorted 
that  young  lady  back  into  the  ballroom.  The 
guests  were  gone — strolling  out  to  their  car- 
riages. •!»*<»4»*<'4»*** 
+  "Well,  they're  all  gone!  Hmph!"  he  snorted, 
and  then  smiled  again.  His  smiles  were  all  that 
saved  him.    •f••^■!■■|••i••!••^•^•^ 

*  "My  dear  sir,  I  am  so  sorry  this  has  occurred, 
but  Sir  Reginald  and  I  are  betrothed,  and  he  is 
very,  very  angry,"  she  gasped  with  sweet 
anxiety.         ^tfftft^f 

*  "But  Captain  Badger?  I  thought — ,"  Jerry 
spluttered.    f4,<|i<l>44,44,l1 

*  "Captain — ?  You  must  be  mistaken.  Regi- 
nald is  coming  back  in  a  few  minutes  to  fight 
a  duel  with  you.  He  did  not  even  wait  for  you 
to  accept  his  challenge,  for  he  is  so  very  angry 
with  you  —  because  I  —  we  quarreled  —  and  I 
said — I  took  your  part."  *      *      *      #      * 

*  "Thank  you,  madame,"  and  Jerry  be  wed  as 
low  as  he  could,  considering  it  was  the  second 
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bow  of  his  life.  Now  he  icas  in  it.  How  could 
he  fight  a  duel?  ******** 

*  "You  sure  are  good  to  me.  I'll  remember 
that.  Say,  here  he  comes — my  shoulder  pad!  All 
dolled  up,  isn't  he?  Whoopee!  This  is  going  to 
be  good!  Want  to  stay  and  see  the  fight?  Might 
as  well.  All  right,  Reggy,  gimme  a  dagger, 
sword,  pen-point,  letter  opener,  or  whatever  I 
get  to  kill  you  with.  Wait  a  minute,  now." 
And  Reggy  dramatically  extended  a  rapier 
which  Jerry  gingerly  touched  before  taking.  * 

*  "Hey-hey!  Wait  a  minute.  Have  mercy! 
Hey,  you  big  rummy — keep  yer  weapon  outa 
my  ear!"       ********* 

*  "Remove  your  ear  from  the  path  of  my 
weapon,  you  jolly  imposter!"  Reggy  muttered 
between  clinched  teeth,  and  banged  Jerry  on 
the  head  quite  unfairly.  *      *      *      *      * 

*  "Kiss  me,  Amy,  I'm  dying!  Oh,  I'm  dead! 
No,  I'm  not  dead  yet!"  Jerry  put  his  arm 
around  the  neck  of  the  figure  bent  so  con- 
cernedly over  him  and  opened  his  eyes  for  the 
last  look  at  his  beloved  for  whom  he  had  given 
his  life.  ********** 

*  "Hey,  Cunningham!  Wake  up,  you  big  sap! 
We  need  you!  Come  on,  snap  out  of  it!"  *      * 

*  Jerry  saw — not  Lady  Clarise  and  Reggy  and 
Beau  Nash  and  a  deadly  rapier  but — Bill,  who 
was  leaning  over  him  with  a  look  of  great  dis- 
gust for  Captain  Badger.        ***** 

KATHREEN    ROBINSON,   ENG.    VIHC. 


Hitch  Your  Wagon  to  a  Star 

If  you  want  to  get  somewhere  in  life 
To  overcome  all  human  strife, 
If  you  seek  a  place  of  worldly  power 
Then  hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star. 

Ideals,  hopes,  ambitions  for  you — 
A  smiling,  cloudless  sky  of  blue 
Shall  not  be  dimmed  by  any  mar 
If  you  hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star. 

Success  is  good  and  life  is  long 
If  you  choose  'tween  right  and  wrong 
Life  may  fling  you  high  and  far — 
Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star! 

DOROTHY    HOVELSON. 


Sunset — A  Senior  Reverie 

Senior  Clan  Poem 

The  day  is  done. 
Sinking  down  the  west 
Is  the  setting  sun — 
The  red  sun. 

Like  slow-swelling  chords  from  an  organ 
Colors  unfold  in  the  sky 
Beautiful  as  memories  of  childhood — 
Restful  as  cradle  songs. 

Sparkling  water  flashes  and  runs 
Beneath  acres  of  tall,  whispering  trees, 
And  sings  to  long-stemmed  violets 
Tangled  in  wet  forest  grass; 
Sings  a  sylvan  love  song. 

No  longer  shall  we  tramp  the  stairs 
Or  walk  the  crowded  halls — 
No  longer  shall  the  lofty  corridors 
Echo  our  sounding  footfalls. 

We'll  crunch  the  cinder-paths  no  more — 
Nor  wear  the  green 

And  throng  to  cheer  the  fighting  team! 
On  our  busy,  happy,  carefree  life 
Today  is  a  closing  door. 

We  are  leaving — with  dear-treasured  memories, 

Leaving  romantic  tradition 

Of  vanished  Arsenal  days — 

The  age-old  buildings 

Could  whisper  thrilling  secrets: 

All  these  things  we  leave, 

Made  precious  by  unnumbered  friends! 

Our  day  is  done. 
Sinking  down  the  west 
Is  the  setting  sun — 
The  old  sun. 

Like  the  organ  tones  of  the  sky 
Swelling  in  cathedral-like  grandeur 
The  music  in  our  mournful  hearts 
Surges  for  the  Unattained 
As  we  think  of  tomorrow's  sun! 


RALPH    MONTGOMERY. 
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Behind  the  Scenes  at  Rehearsal 

*  "Hey!  What's  the  idea  of  putting  those 
tacks  in  your  mouth?  Do  you  think  I  want  to 
use  them  after  you've  had  'em  in  your  mouth? 
Shove  me  that  broom,  you  bum.  Stand  by — 
ready  to  place."  4.      4.      4.      4>      4.      4.      •$•* 

*  Please  keep  your  seats,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
and  don't  get  excited.  It's  only  the  stage  craft 
class  in  action  at  dress  rehearsal  of  "Monsieur 
Beaucaire,"  and  they're  perfectly  harmless.      4» 

*  It  was  five  o'clock  of  the  evening  of  Novem- 
ber sixth,  and  the  cover-all-clad  boys  were 
merrily  or  not  so  merrily  tacking  down  a  sup- 
posed-to-be-carpet. In  the  midst  of  the  com- 
parative quiet  a  great  manly  voice  yelled  out, 
"Num — ber  ni — ne,  watch  out  for  heads, 
lights  coming  down."  And  after  much  hurry- 
ing and  scurrying  for  a  "change  of  ambers; 
that's  green,  you;  get  a  blue;  and  throw  those 
bad  ones  away;  can't  you  see  they're  no  good?" 
the  same  bold  voice  called  out  to  the  lusty  fel- 
low in  the  corner  who  was  hauling  rope  to 
"send  her  up  easy — and  hold  it."  «fr  4.  «fr 
+  "Props"  committee  was  called  for  and  a 
certain  young  man  was  informed  to  "get  a 
notebook  and  take  down  the  instructions; 
you'll  never  remember  them."  First  of  all  a 
buffet  was  set  in  place,  and  no  sooner  was  it 
dusted  than  some  enterprising  young  person 
leaned  on  it  and  called  forth  the  ever-present 
director's  voice.  4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 

*  Business  started  picking  up  shortly  and  di- 
rections were  yelled  from  every  point  of  the 
stage.  "Go  up  that  ladder  and  skin  that  curtain 
out  six  inches  and  not  five  or  seven."  "Get  me 
that  push-pole,  some  of  you  good-for-noth- 
ings." "Keep  quiet!  I'll  tell  you  when  I'm  talk- 
ing to  you."        4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 

*  At  this  point  the  rehearsal  actually  began 
and  the  only  stage  craft  conversation  heard  was 
something  like  this:  "Gee,  I'd  like  to  have 
something  to  eat."  "Where'd  you  get  that 
candy?  Be  big-hearted  and  give  us  a  bite." 
"Nothing  doing.  I'm  the  only  one  around  here 
that's  actually  working.  If  you  want  something 
to  eat,  find  you  some  obliging  young  lady  to 
get  it  for  you."         4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  Shift  of  scenery  for  Scene  II  soon  followed. 


*  "How  about  a  hammer  here?"  "Get  that 
wig  off.  Do  you  expect  it  to  stay  white  with 
you  wiping  your  number  seventeen  shoes  on 
it?"  "Take  that  stage  brace  up."  "Where,  oh 
where,  is  that  guy  that's  jerkin'  the  curtain?" 
"Oh,  that  won't  do.  Pull  it  up  again.  Let's 
have    a    little   illumination   here."    "All    right." 

*  Act  II  found  the  actors  and  actresses  com- 
ing down  stage  to  watch  operations,  and  ac- 
cordingly they  were  told,  "You'll  get  assassi- 
nated if  you  come  down  here."  "Do  you  want 
a  hammer  to  do  the  bloody  work  with?"  4»      4. 

*  "Get  out  here  with  your  men.  Hey,  look 
at  that  curtain!  Pitch  'er  out  against  this 
thing."  "Kill  that  one.  Give  us  some  moon- 
light." "Sir  Hugh!  Where  is  that  man?  Shall  I 
shoot  him  at  sunrise?"  "Oh,  dear  no,  I'll  not 
wait  until  sunrise."  "Get  yourselves  out  there." 
"Oh  dear!  Curtain,  curtain, — hey,  give  us  a 
curtain!"  "People,  go  into  the  dressing  rooms 
and  stay  there."         4»      *     *      *     *      *      * 

*  Nine  o'clock  finally  came  and,  after  chang- 
ing the  scenery  for  the  thousandth  time,  the 
stage  hands  gave  three  whoops  and  seven  yells 
and  dashed  out  to  eat  enough  food  to  make  up 
for  the  lunch  and  supper  they  had  missed.      4* 

MILDRED    MILLER. 


Tragedy  in  One  Act 

*  He  dazedly  shook  his  buzzing  head  and  un- 
steadily passed  a  trembling  hand  over  his  clam- 
my forehead.  Slowly,  very  slowly,  the  red  mist 
before  his  eyes  cleared  away.  Mechanically  he 
cleaned  and  sheathed  his  cruel,  glittering  blade; 
for  he  could  not  take  his  eyes  away  from  that 
which  lay  pitifully  on  the  floor  at  his  feet.  As 
in  a  dream  he  heard  his  voice;  it  sounded 
strained  and  unnatural.  "In  heaven's  name,"  he 
muttered,  "what  have  I  done,  what  have  I 
done?"  He  slowly  lifted  his  heel  from  that 
slender,  lily-white  column,  now  brutally 
marked  with  an  ugly,  jagged  rip.  As  hurrying 
footsteps  thundered  on  the  stairs,  the  man 
frenziedly  set  about  removing  the  traces  of  his 
ruthless  deed.  "Confound  it,"  he  growled, 
"how  could  I  be  so  clumsy  as  to  step  on  that 
tube  of  shaving  cream?"  4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

FRANK    NEWLAND. 
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Proofs 

*  I  reluctantly  trudge  up  the  steps  to  the 
photographer's  office.  The  dreaded  day  has  ar- 
rived! At  last  I  must  dubiously  view  my  proofs. 
At  the  first  glance  I  let  out  a  tiny  sigh  of  re- 
lief. They're  not  so  bad!  Of  course,  they're 
not  so  good — but,  still,  they're  not  so  bad.      *■ 

*  Even  then  the  word  "Which?"  dominates 
my  reflections.  By  the  time  I've  reached  home 
my  eyes  are  crossed,  and  my  brain  is  in  a  whirl. 
As  I  turn  the  proofs  over  to  the  rest  of  the 
family,  I  bitterly  reflect  that  others  may  choose 
from  four  proofs,  but  I  must  eliminate  five.  I 
would  have  that  luck!  The  momentous  ques- 
tion comes  up  for  family  debate.  4-     4*      * 

*  I  could  cheerfully  dispose  of  my  young 
brother  who  finds  great  amusement  in  the  ap- 
pearance of  each  printed  pose.  Such  remarks  as 
"Behold,  Senora!  The  Movie  Actress!"  and 
"The  Lady  Who  Laughs,"  delivered  with  a 
wide  grin,  make  him  ineligible  as  final  judge. 
Mother  likes  the  "different"  pose;  father 
doesn't.  Father  likes  the  "straight"  proof; 
mother  doesn't.  They  both  like  the  laughing 
one;  I  don't.  The  lady  next  door  chooses  the 
horror  of  the  group — the  solemn  one.  Her  hus- 
band prefers  the  "coy"  pose;  he  says,  "It  looks 
sweet."  In  vain  I  protest  that  sweetness  went 
out  of  style  years  ago.  My  brother  still  con- 
tends that  I  am  bound  to  make  the  Cannon 
a  funny  paper,    •fr******'* 

*  At  last  after  several  days  have  passed  and 
the  decision  has  narrowed  down  to  the  two  of 
my  parents'  choice,  I  ask  the  aid  of  my  school 
friends.  They  are  in  my  predicament,  too,  but 
all  give  opinions.  When  counted,  the  votes 
make  an  even  tie.       4»      4*     4«      4»      4*     4«      4- 

*  Despairingly  I  toss  coins.  After  losing  my 
week's  allowance,  I  give  that  up.        4*      4>      4> 

*  I  suggest  tactfully  to  my  father  that  per- 
haps mother  was  right;  the  half-turned  pose  is 
"different."  He  finally  agrees,  and  I  discover 
that   now   I  don't   care  so  much   for   that  one. 

*  People  laugh.  Such  cruelty!  I  find  compen- 
sation in  the  understanding  of  my  fellow-suf- 
ferers and  the  sympathy  of  last  year's  gradu- 
ates— many  of  whom  haven't  yet  recovered.  * 

*  When  returning  the  proofs  on  the  last  day, 


I  have  a  happy  thought  which  brings  the  solu- 
tion. Tightly  shutting  my  eyes,  I  slip  the  two 
troublemakers  from  their  envelope  and  shuffle 
them  thoroughly.  I  hand  them  in.  Trium- 
phantly I  announce,  "The  top  one."  I  find  that 
once  more  I  can  skip  down  the  steps.        4*      4- 

MARIAN    EDWARDS. 


Monday  Morning 

*  Ah!  with  what  utter  disgust  the  realization 
descends  on  the  mind — Monday  morning  has 
arrived!  One's  irate  parent  has  just  given  the 
sixth  and  last  call;  classes  will  begin  in  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour!         4»      4»      4»      4«      *      * 

*  Why  is  an  education  required?  Why  does 
the  first  period  begin  at  the  unearthly  hour  of 
eight-fifteen?  Why  did  one  consider  sleep  such 
an  unimportant  item  the  night  before?      4»      * 

*  Aroused  from  this  quandry  by  the  pleasing 
aroma  of  cooking  breakfast,  one  at  last  suc- 
ceeds in  separating  himself  from  the  most  de- 
sirable bed.  Clothes  are  donned  mechanically 
to  the  accompaniment  of  unfavorable  comments 
concerning  school  in  general.  Breakfast,  the 
only  incentive  to  one's  arising,  is  utterly  ruined 
by  the  thought  that  street  cars  wait  for  no  one. 

*  After  a  mad  dash  for  the  car  one  discovers 
that  it  is  unusually  crowded.  It  always  is  on 
Monday  morning.      4»      4*      4*      4«      4»      4*      4» 

*  Staggering  into  the  class  room,  one  is  greeted 
by  the  professional  "Good  morning"  of  the 
teacher.  She  receives  only  a  grunt,  followed  by 
a  yawn  in  response.  Good  morning!  Such  irony 
after  a  week-end  of  hilarity!         *      *     +      * 

*  The  entire  period  is  occupied  by  trying  to 
evince  an  interest  in  the  recitations  of  class- 
mates and  hiding  frequent  yawns  from  the 
scrutinizing  glance  of  the  teacher.  How  could 
anyone  possibly  have  offered  his  kingdom  for 
a  horse  when  he  could  probably  have  acquired 
three  beds  for  the  same  amount?  Only  the  wel- 
come ring  of  the  bell  saves  one  from  lapsing 
into  a  state  of  complete  oblivion.        4»      4*      4° 

*  The  class  is  left  with  a  firm  resolution  never 
to  disregard  again  the  old  adage  "early  to  bed," 
but  how  easily  this  well  meant  resolution  is 
forgotten  when  the  next  week-end  arrives!     4» 

RUTH    MERRIFIfcED. 
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Consider  the  Turtle 

*  Have  you  ever  considered  the  merits  of  tur- 
tles as  pets?  They  are  quiet,  almost  never  cre- 
ating a  disturbance.  They  never  howl  or  bark 
at  night  when  you  wish  to  sleep;  they  never 
indulge  in  fights  with  others  of  their  kind; 
they  never  attack  your  acquaintances,  or  break 
down  your  shrubs  and  flowers.  Also,  they  are 
amusing  and  interesting.  Turtles,  like  human 
beings,  are  curious;  their  antics  are  entertain- 
ing, and  at  the  same  time  informative;  their 
shape,  their  characteristics,  and  their  accom- 
plishments attract  attention.  Then,  too,  they 
are  not  much  trouble  to  keep.  Amphibians  in 
habits,  they  are  content  in  a  shallow  trough  of 
water  having  a  sandy  beach.  Turtles  eat  almost 
anything;  I  have  even  heard  of  their  eating 
crackers  like  the  traditional  parrot.  Turtles  are 
likewise  far  more  grateful,  and  in  their  reptilian 
way,  more  affectionate  than  many  other  pets. 

*  However,  to  my  mind,  my  own  turtle's  out- 
standing merit  was  the  example  he  set  me.  Terry 
had  the  stoical,  even  temper  of  the  Norseman; 
the  stubborn,  grim  courage  of  a  Scot;  and  the 
philosophical  outlook  of  an  Oriental.  Although 
the  turtle  doubtless  would  have  preferred  the 
cool,  shady  depths  of  a  stream  to  his  compara- 
tively small  shallow  tank;  and  although  he 
doubtless  highly  resented  my  interference  with 
his  daily  routine;  and  although  he  probably 
often  yearned  for  more  freedom,  he  kept  his 
temper  under  admirable  control,  never  snapping 
at  me  or  sulking  in  his  den  of  rocks.  I  have  seen 
him  attack  worms  that  would  have  daunted 
many  a  fish;  clamp  his  jaws  bulldog  fashion 
upon  his  enemy;  and,  although  he  was  thrown 
about  like  a  treetop  in  a  storm,  he  would  never 
release  his  grip  until  his  enemy  lay  utterly  van- 
quished at  his  feet;  or,  shall  I  say  at  his  claws? 

*  I  have  written  about  my  pet  in  the  past 
tense,  for  Terry  is  my  companion  no  more. 
Two  years  ago  I  placed  him  in  the  pond  from 
which  I  had  originally  taken  him.  It  was  a  poor 
enough  return,  certainly,  for  the  lessons  the 
turtle  had  taught  me.  I  have  never  seen  Terry 
since,  but  I  remember  him  clearly.  He  is,  indeed, 
"gone,  but  not  forgotten."     *      *      *      *      * 

FRANK    M.  'NEWLAND. 


George 

*  Very  few  of  the  neighbors  call  my  younger 
brother  "George,"  especially  if  they  have  boys 
who  are  about  his  age.  If  George  dislikes  their 
sons,  they  usually  refer  to  him  as  "that  dirty, 
tough  little  Ginger  kid."  If  George  is  on 
friendly  terms  with  their  boys,  they  speak  of 
him  as  "the  lively  little  fellow  with  the  yellow 
hair."      ********** 

*  Perhaps  both  parties  are  correct.  George,  like 
Penrod,  despises  "little  gentlemen,"  and  takes 
care  that  nobody  shall  have  reason  to  believe 
that  he  is  one.  No  matter  how  new  his 
clothes  are,  he  manages  somehow  to  appear 
dirty.  He  has  learned  that  his  blond  hair  shows 
dirt-streaks  to  good  advantage;  therefore,  he 
keeps  it  dirty.  "Aw,  what's  the  use  to  clean 
up?"  wails  George.  "I  can't  stay  clean  more'n 
a  little  while."  And  we  are  forced  to  admit 
that  he  speaks  the  truth.         *      *      *      *      * 

*  Moreover,  George  offers  no  objections  to  a 
good  scrap.  He  recently  enjoyed  a  little  feud 
with  one  of  the  boys  down  the  street,  who  had 
been  throwing  rocks  at  our  youngest  brother, 
Sidney.  But  why  be  on  bad  terms  with  a  fellow 
if  he's  a  good  scout  and  likes  to  play  "cowboys 
and  Indians?"  So  reasons  George.  He  finds  true 
happiness  in  rushing  madly  down  the  street  at 
the  head  of  a  "gang,"  brandishing  a  wooden 
dagger  in  one  hand  and  a  cap-gun  in  the  other, 
and  whooping  at  the  top  of  his  lungs.  He  main- 
tains that  when  he  grows  up  he's  going  to  be  a 
runner  like  Charlie  Paddock  or  a  movie  clown 
like  Harold  Lloyd.  Personally  I  think  that  he 
would  make  a  better  coal  man.     *      *      *      * 

L.    D.   GINGER. 


Romance  A  La  Moderne 

*  It  might  have  been  the  sun  creeping  over 
my  feet  that  awakened  me,  or  the  mere  fact 
that  1  had  spent  practically  the  entire  after- 
noon in  sleep  and  the  law  of  compensation  was 
exercising  itself.  However,  as  I  was  reluctantly 
recalling  my  thoughts  to  the  waking  world,  the 
voice  of  a  young  man  coming  to  me  from  the 
next  umbrella  brought  me  to  my  senses.   *      * 

*  "Why,  Mr.  Manning,  her  eyes  are  corn- 
flower   blue,    shadowed    by    gold-brown   lashes. 
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Her  hair  makes  you  think  of  filtered  sunshine, 
her  lips  an  invitation  to  a  kiss.  Her  nose!  Ah, 
her  nose  ...  so  delightfully  frivolous  in  ac- 
cordance with  a  sweet  firm  little  chin."  *      «g» 

*  The  voice  paused  for  a  moment  while  my 
old  romantic  soul  rejoiced.  This  age  dead  to 
romance?  This  younger  generation  unfeeling 
and  unromantic?  Why,  in  the  flowery  days  of 
Carolines  and  framed  marriage  certificates  no 
young  swain  had  ever  waxed  more  eloquent 
in  the  favor  of  his  beloved.  I  formed  an  in- 
stant liking  for  this  young  man  whom  I  had 
never  seen.  It  was  pleasant  to  know  that  in  this 
rushing,  preoccupied  world  there  was  someone 
who  shared  my  delight  in  the  romantic.  * 

*  My  reflections  were  interrupted  as  the  young 
voice  continued,  "Don't  you  see,  Mr.  Manning, 
that  with  a  face  like  this  on  your  candy  boxes 
that  your  sales  will  automatically  increase  one 
hundred  per  cent?  Now,  our  company  has  con- 
sented to  sell  you  this  portrait  right  for  " 

*  I  listened  no  longer.  Nor  was  I  ever  more 
thankful  for  a  sense  of  humor. 

DOROTHEA.   GOTTLIEB. 


Even  The  Least  of  These 

*  He  was  just  a  little  colored  newsboy,  un- 
observed and  unheeded  by  the  rushing  throngs 
of  homeward-bound  shoppers  and  office-work- 
ers at  that  busy  corner  known  as  the  "Cross- 
roads of  America."  The  usual  lusty  crying  of 
his  wares  was  hushed,  and  perhaps  that  was 
what  made  me  notice  him.  His  eyes  were  down- 
cast and  I  could  not  see  his  face  well  in  the 
dim  light  of  the  deepening  twilight.  There  was 
a  sad  droop  about  his  slight  figure  as  he  gently 
moved  the  toe  of  one  ragged  shoe.  Up  came 
his  tattered  arm,  and  he  clumsily  wiped  his 
eyes  on  a  grimy  coat  sleeve.   *     *     *     *      * 

*  It  was  then  that  I  saw  that  he  was  slowly 
and  carefully  moving  with  the  toe  of  his  shoe 
the  body  of  a  small  dead  bird  to  a  resting  place 
beneath  a  waste  receptacle.     *      *      *      *      «r 

*  Then  I,  too,  passed  on  in  the  hastening 
crowd  with  heart  touched,  at  the  same  time 
happier  to  know  that  there  is  kindness  and 
sympathy  where  we  least  look  for  it.  4*      •!•      <• 

DOROTHY  SHUGART. 


Concerning  My  First  Step 
Toward  Manhood 

•fr  Visibly  discontented  with  the  prospects  for 
entertainment  during  the  hour  preceding  lunch, 
I  half  reclined  in  a  rocker.  If  I  could  but  dis- 
cover some  source  of  amusement!  Suddenly  I 
sat  bolt  upright  at  the  dawn  of  a  brilliant  idea. 

*  Rising,  I  stole  cautiously  to  "the  place  of 
concealment,"  alert  and  watchful  for  any  op- 
position which  might  prove  detrimental  to  my 
purpose.  Stealthily  I  softly  opened  the  door  of 
the  medicine  cabinet  and  removed  therefrom 
nothing  less  than  the  precious  and  sacred  shav- 
ing kit  of  my  worthy  sire.  I  had  definitely  de- 
cided to  become  a  man  and  to  set  about  it  at 
once.  Carefully  I  squeezed  out  upon  the  brush, 
with  hands  trembling  from  excitement,  one- 
half  inch  of  cream,  dampened  it  thoroughly, 
and  recklessly  worked  up  a  luxurious  lather 
upon  my  countenance.  Lavishly,  indeed,  did  I 
apply  it  to  eyes,  forehead,  and  nose  alike.  Then, 
in  a  fever  of  haste,  still  dreading  some  blunder- 
ing person,  I  seized  the  razor  and  took  a  non- 
chalant swipe  as  though  I  were  an  old  master 
at  the  game.  The  results  were  an  unpleasant 
pulling  of  the  skin  and  painful  demolishing  of 
the  few  budding  whiskers  my  visage  boasted. 
The  casualties  consisted  of  three  scratches,  but 
luckily  small  loss  of  blood.    *•{••{»•{>* 

*  Filled  with  my  own  importance  and  secretly 
glorifying  over  the  new  mark  I  had  made  in 
the  world,  I  gazed  approvingly  at  my  glowing 
countenance  reflected  in  the  mirror,  adjusted 
my  tie,  cleared  my  throat  authoritatively  in 
the  manner  of  all  great  men,  threw  up  my 
noble  head,  and  marched  into  the  dining  room. 
No  sooner  had  I  seated  myself  at  the  table  than 
I  suddenly  became  the  target  for  all  eyes. 
Various  members  of  the  family  laughingly 
hinted  that  I  must  have  recently  been  en- 
gaged in  some  military  encounter.  My  face 
row  seemed  fairly  to  be  on  fire.  At  the  comple- 
tion of  that  dreadful  meal,  I  dragged  myself 
upstairs,  mentally  resolving  even  in  my  misery 
never  again  to  clip  so  much  as  one  little  whisker 
from  my  poor  dear  aching  face,  even  though  I 
tripped  on  my  beard  when  I  walked.  *      4»      * 

NORMAN    NEWBURG. 
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Arsenal      Cannon 


Cannon  Agents  Successful 

♦  In  the  last  few  years  no  sponsor  room  has 
subscribed  to  the  Cannon  one  hundred  per 
cent.  However,  through  the  efforts  of  Gladys 
Cathcart  and  Herman  Champlin,  Sponsor 
Room  292  has  done  just  that.  Miss  Louise 
Sturdevant  is  the  sponsor  of  this  room  in  which 
forty-six  students  are  enrolled.  4.  4.  4.  4. 
+  The  ten  high  point  Cannon  agents  for  this 
semester's  campaign  are:  Harry  Walker, 
Hertha  Graf,  Lloyd  Reed,  Leland  Loman, 
Frances  McGaw,  Wilma  Rugenstein,  Helen 
Klasing,  Joe  Barker,  Thomas  Johnson,  and 
Dorothy  Downey.      4*      4-      4*      4-      4*      4*      4» 


Appear  On  State  Program 

*  The  entire  Music  department  of  fifteen  hun- 
dred students  took  part  in  the  model  high 
school  program  which  was  given  Thursday 
afternoon,  October  seventeenth,  for  the  benefit 
of  the  Indiana  State  Teachers'  Association 
(musical  section)  in  Tech's  new  auditorium- 
gymnasium.  The  musical  was  directed  by  Mrs. 
Elizabeth  Kaltz  Cochran.  The  program  had 
been  presented  the  preceding  night  for  the 
opening  of  the  auditorium  as  a  music  hall.       4* 

*  Many  noted  music  supervisors  and  instruc- 
tors were  present:  Ernest  Hesser,  head  of  the 
public  school  music  in  Indianapolis;  Peter  W. 
Dyhemo,  professor  of  music  education  at  Co- 
lumbia University;  Edward  Birge,  Indiana 
University;  Dean  McCutchan,  DePauw  Uni- 
versity; and  Otto  Meissmer,  Chicago,  Illinois. 


The  Tech  Book  Campaign 

♦  "Want  to  buy  a  Tech  Book?"  seems  to  be 
the  popular  byword  around  the  campus  this 
semester.  If  anyone  did  not  formerly  know 
what  the  Tech  Book  is,  he  surely  ought  to 
know  now  that  it  is  a  small  green  and  white 
handbook  which  supplies  any  type  of  informa- 
tion concerning  Tech  one  would  care  to  know. 

*  An  extensive  campaign  in  selling  the  revised 
Tech  Books  was  successfully  carried  on  this 
semester  by  the  following  classes:  fourth  hour 
Salesmanship  II  class,  fifth  and  sixth  hour 
Salesmanship  I  classes,  second  and  eighth  hour 
Advertising  I  classes,  and  the  third  hour  Ad- 
vertising II  class.        4-      4*      4-      4*      4-      4*      4* 


Senior  Jottings 

Colors:  Orange,  brown,  and  tan.  4*  4*  4* 
Motto:  To  God,  thy  country,  and  thy  friend 
be  true.  4i4,4>4,4,4*4,4-4' 
Size  of  Class:  444.  4-  4-  4-  4-  4-  * 
Class  Play:  "Monsieur  Beaucaire,"  Novem- 
ber 8,  1929.  4>4>4>*4'4>4-4' 
First  Senior  Meeting:  April  13,  1929.  4«  4» 
Class  Day:  January  21,  1930.  *  *  * 
Commencement:  June  12,  1930.  4*  4-  4* 
Photographer:  Nicholson.  4*      4*      4*      4* 

Class  Sponsors:  Grace  Emery,  Helen  Elliott, 
Ruth  Stone.  4"4'4,4!4l4'4,4» 
Sponsor  Rooms:  139,  173,  and  192.  *  4» 
Class  Song  Writer:  Mary  Gunckel.  4*  4* 
Class  Poet:  Ralph  Montgomery.  4-  4-  4- 
Class  Historian:  Miriam  Schurman.       4-      4» 


R.    O.    T.    C.    NON-COMMISSIONED    OFFICERS 
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Monsieur      Beaucaire 


Monsieur  Beaucaire 

Booth  Tarkington 

CAST     OF    CHARACTERS 

Monsieur    Beaucaire    Park     Newton 

Duke   of   Winterset Joseph    Tomes 

Mr.    Molyneux Tom    Ochiltree 

Harry    Rackell Harry    Walker 

Captain    Badger Wayne    Murphy 

Beau   Nash Edward   Springer 

Lord    Townbrake Richard    Sites 

Mr.    Bantison Billy    Frosch 

Sir  Hugh   Rosencrantz Isador   Scherr 

Henri   De  Beaufolais William   C.    Thomas 

Marquis  De  Mirtox    Stanley   Garner 

Francois Nathan    Roberts 

Victor    Arthur    Wood 

Winton    William   H.   Thomas 

Lady  Mary  Carlysle  Eva  Mae  Lombard 

Lady  Malbourne Evelyn  Wolf ard 

Lady  Clarise Lucille   Stanley 

Lady  Rellerton Mary   Ann  Wade 

Lady  Baring-Gould    Dorothea  Gottlieb 

Estelle Eleanor     Cleveland 

Marie       Loretta    Kittle 

Ladies  of  Bath Betty  Oglesby,  Hertha  Graf 

Servants  of  Beaucaire  Charles   Glore,   L.   D.   Ginger, 

Kurt  Klee,  Stanley  Malless 

Servants   to   Winterset William    McGaughey, 

Albert  Rehling 


COMMITTEES 

Business:  Oliver  Lewis,  chairman;  Cornelius  Soeurt, 
James  Weber,  Donald  Haupt,  William  Brinkworth, 
Raymond  Harmon,  Harold  Buckhorn,  Paul  Hailway, 
Henry  Walz,  Ben  Stoker,  William  Wegener,  Robert 
Shaffer,  Julius  Metz,  Harry  Harris,  Robert  Austin, 
George  House,  Glen  Cox,  Donald  Baldwin,  Earl 
Monroe,   and   John   Baker. 

Properties:  Frank  Reissner,  chairman;  Marjorie  Rein- 
hart,  Marian  Edwards,  Richard  Conder,  Frank  New- 
land,   and   Rose   Nichols. 

Costume:  Marian  Stiers,  chairman;  Marie  Johnston, 
Jane  Groves,  Amy  Herman,  John  McCarthy,  Harold 
Wells,   and   Wallace   Wilson. 

STAGE     STAFF 

Director Clara    M.    Ryan 

Stage Chelsea     Stewart 

Electrician Herbert  D.   Traub 

ASSISTING    FACULTY 

Costumes Ruth    Dunwoody 

Properties Dorothy    Harder 

Advertising Sara     Ewin_^ 

Financial H.    H.    Anderson 

Music    Henry  Hebert,   J.   Russell   Paxton 

Make-up John   F.  Simpson 

Auxiliary    Committee        Adele    Renard,    Major    Schroeder, 

Grace  Greenwood 

Class   "A"   Sponsors    ,  .  Grace  Emerv,   Ruth   Stone, 

Helen   Elliott 
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Magazine  Editor. Jean  Goulding 

Magazine  Associate  Editor Dorothea  Gottlieb 


Staff  I 

Editor-in-chief Emily   Schubach 

Associate  Editor Ryan  Hall 

Copy  Editors Marjorie  Watkins 

Bettie  Bclk 

Literature Fred  Darnell 

Feature  Writer Betty  Oglesby 

R.  O.  T.  C.  Editor Lester  Engel 

Sports   Writers Tom  Ochiltree 

Hal  Winter 

Exchange  Editor 

Reporters 


Virginia  Stephenson 

Ruth   Buehler 

Mary  Duncan 

Louise  Harshman 

Frances  Havecotte 

Frances  Milligan 

Madeline  Sander 

Dorothy  Shugart 

Orval  Rucker 

Virginia  Casey 

Business  Staff 

Business    Manager Rudard    Jone; 

Circulation    Manager Joseph    Tomes 

Asst.    Circulation    Manager Margaret    Schofield 

Typists Mary   Risk,   Eula   Shank 

Scrap    Book    Recorder Norma    Schumacher 

Photographer Ernest    Maicr 

Art   Editor  and  Cartoonist Charles   Glore 

Advisors 


Staff  II 

Estella    Williamson Editor-in-chief 

Rose    Nichols Associate    Editor 

Grace   Barnett Copy    Editors 

Mary  F.  James 

Frances  McGaw Literature 

Mildred   Miller Feature   Writer 

L.   D.    Ginger    R.  O.  T.  C.  Editor 

Billy  Frosch Sports  Writers 

Frank  Newland 

Marthabclle    Bond Exchange    Editor 

Mary  Ball Reporters 

Eugenia  Fittz 
Dorothy  Hovelson 
Patricia  Kingsbury 
Kathryn  Perkins 
Lionel  Wiggam 
Herman  Champlin 
Mary  E.  Search 


Jean    Goulding 


Sponsor,    Ella   Sengenberger 
Stewart;   Business. 


Art,   Mrs.  Roberta 
Edward  E.   Greene 


Dorothea   Gottliei 
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Chivalry,  Then  and  Now 

*  Chivalry  is  a  great  charm,  an  asset  to  man. 
Who  doesn't  admire  a  chivalrous  person?  In 
these  modern  times  very  little  is  heard  of  this 
trait  of  character,  but  in  olden  days  knights, 
distinguished  for  heroic  deeds,  were  representa- 
tive of  the  country.  During  the  historic  period 
from  the  tenth  to  the  fourteenth  century 
chivalry  flourished  extensively  and  still  pre- 
vailed to  a  large  extent  in  the  seventeenth  and 
eighteenth  centuries,  the  time  of  Monsieur 
Beaucaire.      *      *      *      *      *      *      *      ►!«      ♦ 

*  The  boys  and  girls  of  Tech  might  easily  be 
compared  to  the  knights  and  ladies  of  old. 
Chivalry  still  exists  but  in  a  different  form;  a 
form  that  now  has  a  deeper  meaning  than  the 
exaggerated  mannerisms  of  old.  The  young 
people  of  today  realize  the  value  and  impor- 
tance of  chivalry  but  do  not  feel  the  necessity 
of  displaying  physical  prowess  to  prove  their 
worth.    •$•      *      •!•      •!•      4»      *      »>      •J-      ♦      v 

*  During  Beaucaire's  time  more  opportunities 
arose  which  lent  themselves  for  the  stronger  sex 


to  show  their  superiority  in  strength  by  brave 
and  heroic  deeds.  Today,  although  we  do  not 
hear  the  word,  chivalry,  used  to  a  great  extent, 
we  know  it  is  here,  right  on  our  campus,  as 
exemplified  in  the  kindly,  thoughtful,  and 
courteous  manners  of  our  boys  and  girls  who 
remember  that  they  are  personal  representatives 
of  Tech,  and,  as  such,  "let  no  act  reflect  upon 
the  good  name  of  their  school."    •{•      ^      •{•      •£ 

JEAN    GOULDING. 


The  Cannon  Artists 

*  A  question  that  puzzles  every  student  each 
semester  seems  to  be,  "Who  did  the  art  work 
for  the  magazine?"  Without  the  artistic  draw- 
ings the  magazine  would  appear  bare  and  un- 
attractive. We  are  very  fortunate  in  that  the 
attractive,  original  designs  and  drawings  are 
done  by  our  own  talented  art  students  here 
at  Tech.        •J****!****** 

*  This  semester  the  design  for  the  cover  was 
drawn  from  a  selected  one  by  Dennis  White. 
The   beautifully    drawn    two-color   frontispiece 

(Concluded  on  Page   54) 
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Football      Squad 


:  to  Right— Lee  Loman,  Ted  Lippincott,  Herbert  Wetze 
in   Worth,   Jack   McLaughlin,   James  Jackson,  Bob  Overtr 


Frank   Montfort,   Albert   Newman, 
,  Sanford  Smith,  Frank  Lutz,  Dick 


Front  Row— Lc 
Emmett  Lowery,  Norr 
Rothert,  Bob  Babcock. 

Second    Row— Left    to    Right— Fred    R.    Gorman,    athletic    manager,    Bill    Wilkins,    Hubert    Achepohl,    Ralph 
Grove,  Herbert  Branham,  Otto  Frey,  Bob  Rousch,  Elmer  Johnston,  Charles  Wilds,  John  A.  Mueller,  coach. 

Third    Row Left    to    Right — Langdon    Guental,    Bob    Sieloff,   Thomas    Johnson,   Charles    Shearer,    Bill    Justice, 

Dick  Davenport,   John   Miller,   Fred  Collins. 


The  Football  Season 

*  Despite  a  multitude  of  bad  breaks  in  the 
form  of  injuries  to  players,  forfeited  games,  tie 
games,  and  rainy  gridirons,  the  Tech  football 
machine  turned  in  one  of  the  most  successful 
seasons  it  has  had  in  recent  years.         4«      4»      * 

*  Another  encouraging  sign  came  in  the  sup- 
port the  team  received  by  the  student  body. 
Although  attendance  at  some  of  the  early  sea- 
son games  was  not  what  it  should  have  been, 
the  number  of  students  that  attended  the 
Shortridge  game  was  a  credit  to  the  school.       * 

*  The  final  count  on  the  season  showed  that 
the  Techmen  won  four  games,  tied  two  con- 
tests, lost  two,  and  forfeited  two.        *      *      * 

*  The  Green  and  White  won  from  Washing- 
ton, Linton,  Muncie,  Marion,  Manual,  and 
Logansport.  The  victories  gained  from  Manual 
and  Logansport  were  forfeited,  however,  due  to 
a  mistake  in  the  eligibility  of  a  player.  The 
Muellermen  also  gained  tie  games  with  Elwood 
and  Central  of  Evansville.  In  both  contests 
neither  team  was  able  to  score.  Now  for  the 
sad  story:  the  local  moleskin  warriors  were  on 
the  wrong  side  of  the  ledger  in  their  contests 
with  Bloomington  and  Shortridge.        *      *      + 

*  Without  a  doubt  the  Tech  team  had  a  very 
strong  line  this  year,  and  Muncie  was  the  only 
team  on  the  schedule  that  scored  two  touch- 
downs against  the  Arsenalites.  The  Techmen 
ran    up    a    total    of    seventy-eight    points    this 


season  while  their  opponents  counted  only 
thirty-two  points  over  the  Green  and  White 
goals.  The  Tech  backfield  was  a  constant 
threat  in  every  game.  4.  4.  4.  4.  4.  4. 
*   Following   are  the  schedules  and  scores   for 


the  Tech  football  season  of  1929. 


*   * 


Sept.  20 
"Sept.  27 

Oct.  4 
"Oct.  11 
•Oct.  18 
•Oct.  25 

Nov.  1 
•Nov.  8 
•Nov.  15 

Nov.  2  2 


Washington    here 

At     Elwood     

At    Bloomington 

Linton    here     

Muncie    here    

Marion    here     

Manual   here   


Logansport     6 

At    Evansville     0 

Shortridge     (Butler)     .      0 


Conference    games 


Freshman  Football 

*  Tech's  freshman  football  team  completed 
one  of  its  most  successful  seasons  last  Novem- 
ber. The  boys  displayed  lots  of  pep  and  scrap, 
and  succeeded  in  capturing  the  city  title.  They 
defeated  Manual  by  a  score  of  18  to  7,  and 
smashed  through  the  Shortridge  freshies  to  pile 
up  a  count  of  2  5  to  0.  Their  game  with  Wash- 
ington was  cancelled.       4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  About  forty  boys  tried  for  places  on  the 
freshman  team  during  the  past  year.  Coach 
Chenoweth  picked  three  full  teams  from  this 
number.  These  teams  were  kept  out  the  whole 
season.  Several  of  the  boys  who  showed  un- 
usual ability  have  a  good  chance  to  "make" 
the  varsity  team  next  fall.    4*      *      -i-      •$•      •£• 
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Football  Reserves 

*  Although  the  reserve  football  squad,  under 
the  tutelage  of  Coach  Cleveland,  had  just  a 
mediocre  season,  winning  only  two  of  the  five 
games  played,  fine  talent  for  next  year's  varsity 
was  exhibited.  The  reserve  pigskin  toters  played 
Frankfort,  Carmel,  Shortridge,  Manual,  and 
Washington.  In  spite  of  hard  playing,  they 
dropped  the  first  two  games  with  a  12-to-0 
defeat.    ***.{.****      '!♦* 

*  In  the  tussle  with  Shortridge  the  Blue  Devil 
Juniors  started  a  scoring  campaign  that  made 
them  victors  by  a  substantial  score.  This  game 
was  the  team's  upset  of  the  season.  The  game 
with  Manual  was  a  hard  one,  but  the  Techmen 
showed  their  old  spirit  and  came  out  on  top  to 
the  tune  of  6  to  0.  *      4»      4»      •£•     4s      4*      4« 

*  Then  the  boys  rang  down  the  curtain  on 
their  1929  season  with  a  smashing  victory  of 
18  to  0  over  the  Washington  Continental 
seconds  on  November  fourteenth.  Although 
the  Tech  huskies  came  through  with  flying 
colors,  they  encountered  stiff  opposition  both 
on  the  defense  and  offense.  Besides  showing 
what  the  Tech  reserves  really  can  do,  this  vic- 
tory over  Washington  should  give  the  boys  the 
needed  confidence  to  come  back  here  next  year 
and  set  a  record  for  Tech  teams  in  years  to 
come.     4.4.4.4.4.4..J..5.4..1. 

*  Except  for  a  few  flashy  plays,  the  boys  were 
unusually  consistent.  The  exceptions  to  this 
might  be  Collins'  80-yard  run  around  left  end 
during  the  Frankfort  game,  and  Bowman's  2  5- 
yard  dash  around  right  end  for  the  lone  marker 
at  the  Manual  game.        *     4>     *     *     *     * 

*  Games  with  the  Kokomo  and  Newcastle 
reserve  teams  were  to  be  played,  but  were 
called  off.     4.4.4.4.4-4.4»4»4i 

*  From  the  following  list  of  reserve  players 
on  the  1929  squad,  Coach  Mueller  should  be 
able  to  pick  worthy  talent  to  fill  vacant  posi- 
tions on  next  year's  varsity:         4»     *      *      * 

*  Charles  Bowman,  f,  t;  Fred  Collins,  h; 
Richard  Davenport,  e;  Kernard  Fritz,  g;  Earl 
Fisher,  g,  t;  Hubert  Grannis,  f,  h;  Langdon 
Guental,  q;  Horace  Haney,  h;  Thomas  John- 
son, t,  e;  William  Justice,  c;  Kirkland  Krueger, 
q;   John   Miller,   g;    Howard   Purcell;    Nicholas 


Presecan,  g;  Donald  Rattiff,  e;  Herman  Rinnie, 
g,  t;  Robert  Sieloff,  h;  Ralph  Simpson,  c; 
Charles  Shearer,  t;  Thomas  Taylor,  e;  Henry 
Moffett,  g;  William  Talbott,  h.  *      4.      4. 


Boys  Honored  at  Banquet 

*  Five  of  Tech's  football  players  were  hon- 
ored by  the  Purdue  Alumni  Association  of 
Indianapolis  at  a  banquet  given  in  honor  of 
fifteen  outstanding  high  school  players  of  the 
city,  December  fifth,  at  the  Severin  hotel.  This 
group  of  fifteen  was  chosen  by  a  committee  of 
athletic  directors,  newspaper  men,  and  coaches. 
These  gridders'  fathers  were  also  invited  and 
received  their  share  of  the  honor.      4«      4-      4> 

*  Players  selected  from  Tech  were  Emmett 
Lowery,  end;  Herbert  Wetzel,  tackle;  Al  New- 
man, center;  Ted  Lippincott  and  Sanford 
Smith,  backs.       4a4*4>4*4>4>4>4> 

*  Tech  and  Shortridge  tied  for  numbers  of 
players  selected  to  attend  this  honorary  banquet, 
each  having  five  men.  Washington  came  in 
second  with  three  gridders.  Cathedral  brought 
up  the  rear  with  two  men.  Each  of  these  fif- 
teen received  a  medal.     •$•      4.      4.      4.      4. 4. 


Freshies  Star  in  Basketball 

*  This  year  Tech  has  the  most  outstanding 
freshman  basketball  team  in  its  history.  Ac- 
cording to  Coach  Copple,  a  great  number  of 
the  boys  are  sure  to  make  the  varsity  next 
year.  The  squad  consists  of  about  twenty-five 
lanky  and  unusually  tall  chaps,  all  eager  for  a 
regular  position  on  the  team.  The  outstanding 
players  so  far  this  season  are:  Edwards,  a 
lanky  six-foot-one  center;  Huston,  a  speedy 
forward;  and  Keeney,  a  shifty  backguard.      4. 

*  Already  the  freshies  have  defeated  Broad 
Ripple  and  Manual  by  impressive  scores,  and 
are  sure  to  make  a  good  showing  against  the 
remainder  of  the  teams  on  their  schedule.         4« 

*  The  remaining  schedule  is  as  follows:   4»      4» 

*  January    1 5 — Manual  here.       •!•      *      •{•      * 

*  January  23 — Shortridge  there.        4.      4.      4. 

*  January  29 — Manual    there.     *     4»      *      4. 

*  February      6 — Broad  Ripple  there.  4>      4»      4. 

*  February  20 — Washington  there.  4.      4.      4. 

*  February  26 — Shortridge  there.      4»      4»     4« 
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Tech  Struggles  for  Supremacy 

*  With  a  reputation  to  establish  for  this  year 
Coach  Tim  Campbell  and  his  squad  have 
gritted  their  teeth  and  started  their  uphill  climb 
for  the  top  rung.  From  last  year's  squad  re- 
main only  one  regular  and  two  substitutes: 
Emmett  Lowery,  Robert  Babcock,  and  Frank 
Reissner.        •J.******** 

*  From  the  scrappy  second  team  squad  and 
from  the  freshies  come  Behmer,  Loser,  Baird, 
Jones,  White,  Jordan,  Payne,  Bunnell,  Willis, 
McLaughlin,  Worth,  Townsend,  Gauker,  Glad- 
den, Watson,  and  Pursell.        *      *     *     *      * 

*  The  season's  record  up  to  the  time  the 
Cannon  went  to  press  was:         *      *      *     * 

Tech  '29-'30  24      Tech  '28-'29 25 

Tech    29      Rochester     19 

Tech    24      Muncie    48 

Tech    31      Greenfield    20 

*  The  second  team's  record  follows:        *      * 

Tech     34      Arlington   Varsity      7 

Tech    15      Muncie     21 

Tech    23      Greenfield    11 

*  With  the  City  High  School  Tournament 
and  the  home  games  with  Connersville,  Ander- 
son, and  Shelbyville  yet  to  come,  the  followers 
of  the  popular  net  sport  should  be  well  supplied 
with  thrills.         ******** 


Golf  Team  Wins  Cup 

*  One  of  the  coming  minor  sports,  and  one 
that  is  rapidly  gaining  in  popularity  at  Tech  is 
golf.  More  and  more  high  school  students  are 
becoming  interested  in  this  game.  Possibilities 
of  organizing  a  state-wide  tournament  in  a 
few  years  are  looming  up.  Last  season  the 
Green  and  White  was  very  ably  represented  by 
James  Monroe,  Cecil  Bolding,  Lyle  Wisenberg, 
and  Ward  Engle,  who,  under  the  direction  of 
Coach  "Tim"  Campbell,  played  several  meets 
and  completed  their  schedule  by  winning  first 
place  in  the  North  Central  Conference  Golf 
Tournament  at  Frankfort.  In  this  last  contest 
the  Arsenalites  held  their  total  number  of 
strokes  down  to  69  5,  as  compared  to  their  op- 
ponents' 700.  This  is  the  first  time  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  conference  that  any  team  has  scored 
under  700  strokes.     ******* 


*  At  present  the  team  consists  of  James 
Monroe  and  Cecil  Bolding,  members  of  last 
season's  group,  together  with  Walter  Chap- 
man, Buren  Mitchell,  Kermit  Bunnell,  Robert 
Munroe,  Billy  Charles,  and  Anthony  Petric, 
prospects  for  future  first  team  players.       *     * 

*  The  Anderson  aggregation  won  the  con- 
ference championship  for  the  first  two  years; 
but  the  Arsenalites  have  wrested  the  title  away 
from  the  Indians,  and  bid  fair  to  keep  it.  *      * 


An  Athletic  Shrine 

*  Here  they  come  in  autos,  in  street-cars,  in 
trains,  in  interurbans,  and  on  foot.  Who?  Why, 
the  sports-loving  public  and  students,  of  course. 

*  Young,  old,  gray-headed,  bald-headed,  tow- 
headed,  and  red-headed,  all  are  bound  to  pay 
homage  at  the  foot  of  the  sports  shrine.   *      * 

*  Where  is  this  shrine?  ****** 

*  Why,  at  Tech's  new  auditorium,  of  course. 

*  For  now  where  once  there  was  vacant 
ground  stands  a  new  gymnasium-auditorium; 
not  a  gym  of  moderate  proportion,  but  one 
which  is  the  best  of  its  kind  in  the  entire  state 
with  a  floor  so  large  that  two  practice  games 
can  be  played  on  it  at  one  time.  *      *      *      * 

*  Now,  instead  of  having  to  ask  our  oppon- 
ents to  battle  us  on  a  floor  not  our  very  own, 
we  say,  "Welcome,  friends;  here  are  your 
bleachers,  the  best  of  their  kind  in  the  state, 
with  room  for  all  your  fans;  and  here  is  your 
team's  dressing  room."    ****** 

*  Don't  you  enjoy  the  pep  sessions  we  have? 
How  happy  we  feel  as  we  sink  down  on  a  seat 
to  watch  our  team  play.  A  closer  union  is  de- 
veloping in  the  entire  school.  This  is  our  build- 
ing, our  floor,  our  own  home  floor.  Here  in  the 
midst  of  the  Tech  campus,  visitors  may  feel 
the  true  Tech  Spirit.         ****** 

*  And  the  boys — they  feel  the  spirit,  too. 
How  outstanding  is  that  spirit!  They  know 
that  they  must  fight  harder  and  they  do  fight 
harder  when  playing  on  their  own  floor.    *     * 

*  "High  walls  do  not  a  prison  make;"  neither 
does  a  big  gym  make  a  hospitable  place  for 
teams  unless  the  spirit  that  dwells  within  is 
the  true  Tech  Spirit.        ****** 

BILLY   FROSCH. 
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the  Hooi 


TOM    OCHI 


*  Well,  gang,  here  goes  for  the  magazine  num- 
ber of  Ringing  The  Hoop.  As  most  of  you 
know,  this  strip  has  been  dedicated  to  the  great 
Hoosier  hysteria,  basketball.  4"      4»      4»      4*      4« 

*  Tech  basketball  fans  are  going  to  receive  a 
big  thrill  during  the  next  three  months.  On 
January  twenty-fourth  and  twenty-fifth  the 
city  tournament  will  be  on  top  for  Indianap- 
olis rooters.  Then,  too,  Connersville,  Anderson, 
and  Shelbyville  are  going  to  invade  Tech.         4* 

*  And  of  course  we'll  have  those  sectionals; 
following  which  we  hope  that  Tech  fans  have 
a  Green  and  White  team  in  the  regionals  and 
the  state  tournament.       4>      4>      4>      4>      4*      * 

*  He  is  just  a  triple-threat  man:  fumble, 
stumble,  or  crumble.        ^      4      4      4      t      t 

CLEVER 
THOSE 

ANDERSON 
PLAYERS 

A    FAN 

*  Mr.  Ringin'  'Em:         ****** 

*  Three  big  Rahs  for  that  team  of  ours.  Come 
on,  gang,  let's  give  our  team  plenty  of  Rah! 
Rah!  Rah!  Let's  advertise  how  good  they  are. 
We  know  they're  great.  And  let's  tell  every- 
body.     4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 

As  ever, 

SEVEN  UP. 

*  One  of  our  editors  in  this  Sports  department 
comes  through  with  the  following  letter:         4. 

*  Dear  Ringin'  'Em:       4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  A  couple  of  weeks  ago  we  were  talking  to 
several  of  the  coaches  in  the  I.  H.  S.  Big  Ten 
and  we  got  it  that  pros  and  cons  for  night 
football  are  about  even.  Down  in  southern 
Indiana  they  are  all  for  it;  up  north,  it  hasn't 
been  tried,  but  they  don't  seem  to  think  it 
would  be  such  a  success;  while  here,  they  don't 
want  it  because  they  are  appealing  to  the  stu- 
dents and  not  to  the  grownups,  especially.      4» 

TRAPPED 

(A  melodrama  in  one  act.) 

*  Curtain  rises  on  interior  of  gym,  showing 
two    centers    in    middle    of    floor    waiting    for 


tip-off.   4*4,4•4•4,4,^*4,4*•l, 

*  First  center:  Say,  by  the  way,  what  do  you 
work  on,  salary  or  commission?     4.      4.      4.      4. 


Reviews  Fall  Track 

*  Prospects  for  the  spring  track  team  look 
promising,  judging  from  the  number  of  boys 
who  have  been  out  for  this  activity  and  who 
show  some  real  ability  for  future  performances. 
Best  of  all,  the  great  majority  of  these  lads  are 
underclassmen  who  will  be  able  to  represent 
Tech  for  the  next  few  years.         4*     4*     4*     4> 

*  The  cross-country  team  is  composed  of  two 
seniors — Russell  and  Meyer;  four  juniors — 
Freeman,  H.  Smith,  L.  Smith,  and  Edwards; 
six  sophomores — Hockensmith,  Lantz,  Green- 
leese,  Obenchain,  Mincer,  and  Grim;  and  one 
freshman — Fluston.  This  aggregation  com- 
pleted a  commendable  record,  trimming 
Manual,  57  to  21,  and  copping  the  Kokomo 
Cross  Country  meet,  26  to  21,  and,  incident- 
ally, the  Kokomo  cross-country  championship 
trophy.  4>4>4>4.4>4>4>4>4<4> 

*  About  sixty  boys  are  working  out  all  the 
time  under  the  direction  of  Coach  Paul  Meyers. 
White  and  Roll,  two  promising  candidates,  are 
now  practicing  on  the  pole  vault  event;  and 
Neely,  Reed,  and  Meyer  are  showing  real 
ability  at  hurdle-hopping.       4.      4.      4.      4.      4. 

*  It  has  been  the  plan  of  Mr.  Meyers  to  build 
up  an  all-round  group  of  athletes  this  fall  in 
order  to  have  a  capable,  well-developed  aggre- 
gation ready  for  the  spring  workouts.        4.     4. 


Dedicated  at  Gym 

*  At  the  last  program  the  auditorium  was 
dedicated,  on  November  twenty-seventh,  as  a 
gymnasium  by  a  physical  training  exhibition 
and  an  alumni  basketball  game.  The  game,  pre- 
ceded by  the  physical  training  exhibition,  was 
especially  interesting,  since  it  was  an  all-Tech 
game.  The  contestants  were  the  1929  varsity 
against  this  year's  five.  Since  the  alumni  team 
was  runner-up  for  state  championship  last 
spring,  it  was  especially  fitting  that  these  boys 
should  participate  in  the  first  game  of  the 
season,  and  also  in  the  first  game  played  in 
Tech's  new  gym.       4.      4.      4.      4.      4.      4.     4. 
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R.    O.    T.    C.    Commissioned    Officers 


With  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  Units 

*  The  Tech  unit  of  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  has  just 
completed  another  very  successful  semester  un- 
der the  leadership  of  Major  Schroeder  and  Ser- 
geant Pruett.       *      *      *      *      *      •?•      *      * 

*  Last  June  an  unusually  large  number  of  ca- 
dets, including  more  than  half  of  the  commis- 
sioned and  non-commissioned  officers,  were 
graduated.  The  positions  vacated  by  these  boys 
had  to  be  filled.  Consequently,  an  unusually 
large  number  of  promotions  were  made  during 
the  past  semester,  and  two  hundred  forty- 
three  "rookies"  were  admitted  to  the  unit.  The 
total  enrollment  was  five  hundred  seventy-five. 

*  An  R.  O.  T.  C.  demonstration  in  which  the 
Tech  unit  had  a  prominent  part,  was  given 
November  ninth  at  the  Butler  bowl  in  honor 
of  Major-General  William  J.  Everson.  head  of 
the  United  States  Militia  Bureau.  About  four 
hundred  cadets  from  the  various  Indianapolis 
high  schools  participated  in  this  program,  and 
over  one  hundred  and  fifty  of  these  cadets  were 


from  Tech.  The  entire  body  was  reviewed  by 
General  Everson,  and  then  the  boys  took  part 
in  a  mass  calisthenics  drill,  staying  afterwards 
to  watch   the  Butler-Wabash   football   game.  %• 

*  The  most  important  event  of  the  semester 
for  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  was  the  Armistice  Day 
parade.  The  Tech  organization,  having  been 
for  eight  consecutive  years  an  honor  unit  in 
the  Fifth  Corps  Area,  marched  at  the  head  of 
the  city  high  school  R.  O.  T.  C.  units  and 
made  an  excellent  showing.  It  was  commanded 
by  Colonel  Frank  Reissner,  who  was  assisted 
by  Cadet  Lieutenant  Colonel  Ellsworth  Eberly. 

*  The  units  from  the  various  city  high  schools 
assembled  at  St.  Claire  and  Pennsylvania 
streets,  and  then  marched  south  on  Meridian 
street  to  the  Monument  Circle.  Here  they  were 
reviewed  by  Major-General  Nolan,  commander 
of  the  Fifth  Corps  Area,  and  by  Major-General 
Jameson,  commander  at  Fort  Benjamin  Harris- 
son.  Both  reviewing  officers  commended  Tech's 
fine  showing.       -|»      •£•      •£•      =$>      ^      -j.      .j.      •$• 

(Concluded  on  page  U) 
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The  Class  Parasite 

There's  one  in  every  classroom, 
The  "stude"  who  doesn't  work. 
He  who  sponges  off  of  others, 
Shunning  paths  where  duties  lurk. 

He  never  has  his  lessons; 
Always  aims  just  to  "get  by." 
And  if  by  work  of  classmates 
He  can  profit,  this  he'll  try. 

Always  bluffing,  always  boasting 
Of  the  things  that  he  has  done. 
Of  the  "stunts"  that  he's  put  over 
On  the  others,  that's  his  fun. 

Unconcerned  about  school  spirit, 
Careless  as  to  wrong  or  right; 
Never  troubled,  doesn't  worry; 
Just  a  classroom  parasite. 

MARY   DUNCAN. 


*  Wayne  Wilds:  Why  was  your  teacher  cross? 

*  Myrtle    Wallace:    Oh,    I    forgot    where    the 
West  Indies  were.     ******* 

*  Wayne     Wilds:      You     shouldn't      misplace 
things.    ********** 


*  Bob  Stephens:  What  started  the  world  going 
'round  in  the  first  place?        *      *      *      *      * 

*  Mr.    Rose:    I    don't    know — I    wasn't    there 
when  it  started.  4.     4.      4.      4.      4.      4.     4. 


*   Somebody  should  bring  an  ocean  bed  to  Tec 

for   sleepy   students.  *      *      *      *      * 


To  the  Men!!! 

(Apologies  to  Band  Leonard) 
Who  are  not  afraid  of  traffic  cops.       *      * 
Who   can   look   human   in    freshmen's   green 
caps.  4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 

Who  can  drive  a  1915  Ford  with  pride.  * 
Who  can  balance  their  lunch  trays  without 
spilling  their  three-cent  soup.  4.      4.      4. 

Who  can  count  calories  and  pass  up  the  pie. 
Who  can  be  on  the  team  without  mention- 
ing it.  ********* 
Who  can  wash  windows  gracefully.  *  * 
Who  always  ride  the  street  car,  and  never 
use  their  thumbs.  *  *  *  =$>  *  * 
Who  is  mother's  little  helper  when  it  comes 
to  selecting  hats.  *      *      *      *      *      * 

Who  can  use  a  pay  phone  without  feeling 
bad.  ********** 
Who  never  unscrews  the  top  of  the  salt 
shaker,  4.4.4.4.  4.  4.4.4.* 
Whose  grades,  as  the  topic  of  conversation, 
are  unfailingly  perfect.      *      *      *      *      * 

EUGENIA   FITTZ  Olid  MARY  BALL. 


*  Nominee  for  presidency  of  Senior  "T"  divi- 
sion making  speech  before  Sponsor  Room  2: 
And  a  Tech  football  player  saves  his  life  by 
sliding  in  a  puddle  of  water  holding  his  nose 
on  his  back.         ******** 


*  Thomas  Reilly:  Friends,  I  am  indeed  pleased 
to  present  to  you,  this  afternoon.  Will  Rogers, 
the  artificial  ambassador  to  Europe.    *      *      * 
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In  a  Court  Room 

*  The  judge  leaned  forward  with  a  scowl  on 
his  wrinkled  face.     ******* 

*  "What's  your  name?"  he  growled.        *      * 

*  "Lowery,"  faltered  the  prisoner.    *      *      * 

*  "What  do  you  do?"    ****** 

*  "Play  right  end  on  the  Tech  eleven,"  de- 
clared the  fellow,  throwing  out  his  chest  with 
caution.         ********* 

*  "What's  this  man's  offense?"  inquired  the 
judge,  turning  deep-set  eyes  upon  the  accom- 
panying officer.  ******* 

*  "Smearing  an  off-tackle  play,"  boomed  the 
blue-suited  guardian  of  the  law.         *      *      * 

*  The  judge  stroked  a  bristly  chin.  *      *      * 

*  "Very  bad,  very  bad.  But  what  have  you  to 
say  in  your  defense?"      ****** 

*  "Nothing,  your  honor."    ***** 

*  "Very  well.  I  sentence  you  to  a  life  position 
as  right  end  on  the  1929  All  City  Eleven.  Take 
him  away.  Bring  up  the  next  prisoner."   *     * 

*  The  officer  led  the  prisoner  out  of  the  room, 
but  immediately  returned  with  another  protege. 

*  "What's  your  name?"  questioned  the  judge, 
looking  over  the  latest  addition  to  the  room 
of  justice.     ********* 

*  "Lippincott!"  boomed  the  prisoner.       *      * 

*  The  judge  was  somewhat  taken  aback,  but 
immediately  recovered  his  much  valued  com- 
posure. ********** 

*  "And  what  do  you  do?"  he  queried,  with 
closed  eyes.  ********* 

*  "I  hold  down  the  mean  position  of  left  half 
on  the  Green  and  White  threshing  machine 
eleven!"  barked  the  convict.        *      *      *      * 

*  "And  what  other  offense  are  you  up  for?" 
asked  the  judge.         ******* 

*  "Knifing   my   way   through   center!"    *      * 

*  The  judge's  chin  flew  up.         *      *      *      * 

*  "If  I  were  the  referee,  I'd  search  you  before 
you  entered  the  game.  Then  there'd  be  no  un- 
fair playing,"  he  drawled.  "Knifing  your  way 
through  center!  Huh,  a  very  serious  offense! 
Young  man,  without  another  word  I  bestow 
upon  you  the  fate  of  left  half  on  the  1929  All 
City  Eleven.  There  you  will  be  with  another  of 
your  kind,  one  Lowery,  the  right  end  man.  Be- 
gone with  you!  Officer,  bring  forth  the  next 
prisoner."      ********* 


*  The  future  right  half  on  the  All  City  grid 
team  strolled  casually  out  of  the  room.  No 
more  was  he  out  of  sight  than  the  door  opened, 
and  an  inquisitive  head  came  around   the  side. 

*  "Judge,  you  want  to  see  me?"  inquired  the 
cautious  personage  who  turned  out  to  be  none 
other  than  our  dear  Mr.  Newman,  ex-center  of 
the  famous  Green  and  White  warriors  who  hail 
from  Indianapolis,  Indiana,  in  the  exact  vicinity 
of  Arsenal  Technical  Schools.       *      *      *     * 

*  "Prisoner,  come  here  and  stand  before  me!" 
growled  the  bewhiskered  gentleman  who  sat  on 
his  high  chair  and  meted  out  justice  to  all  of- 
fenders of  the  law.   ******* 

*  "What's  your  name?"  he  inquired,  presently, 
after  looking  over  the  man.  ***** 

*  "Al  Newman,"  avowed  the  prisoner.  *      * 

*  "What  do  you  do?"  the  judge  went  on, 
shifting  his  false  teeth  a  little  farther  to  the 
front.     ********** 

*  "Very  well,  thank  you,"  beamed  the  prisoner. 

*  "I  said,  what  do  you  do?"        *      *      *      * 

*  "Oh,  pardon  me — "    ****** 

*  "Not  so  fast  with  your  pleas,  young  man. 
But  what  do  you  do?"    ****** 

*  "Snap  the  ball  for  the  Galloping  Green  and 
White  Grid  Ghosts."        ****** 

*  "And  what's  your  offense?"     *      *      *      * 

*  "Flattening  a  man  in  mid-field."    *      *      * 

*  Again  the  judge's  chin  flew  back.  *      * 

*  "Say,  are  all  you  Tech  football  players  as 
bad  as  the  two  whom  I  just  fined  a  few  min- 
utes ago?"    ********* 

*  "We're  a   tough  lot,"  declared  the  prisoner. 

*  The  judge  pretended  to  be  in  deep  thought. 
Finally  he  spoke.        ******* 

*  "Young  man,  I  sentence  you,  as  I  have  sen- 
tenced two  others,  Lowery  and  Lippincott,  to 
like  positions,  to  center  on  the  1929  All  City 
Eleven  Grid  team.  Let  this  be  a  lesson.  And  may 
I  not  hear  from  any  more  of  you  Green  and 
White  gridmen."        ******* 

*  "I'm  afraid  you  will,  your  honor."  The  pris- 
oner's head  fell.  "But  there  are  some  of  us, 
though,  whom  you'll  never  see  in  here  again." 

ORVAL    RUCKER. 

*  Jack  Gehring:  This  is  a  rare  treat.        *      * 

*  Kenneth  Woods:  I  know  I  don't  treat  very 
often,  but  please  don't  rub  it  in.       *      *      * 
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Goodness,  Gracious,  Thomas! 

*  "Alas!  Will  no  one  Scherr  my  sorrows  with 
me?"  sobbed  Lucille  Stanley.  "I  have  trou- 
bles Glore."      *      4.     4.     4.     4>     4>     4>     >•!- 

*  "Why  should  anyone  waste  his  time  to  help 
you?"  thundered  Thomas.  "As  ye  sow,  so  shall 
ye  Garner."  And  he  Lombard  away.     4»     4* 

*  "Oh  dear!"  sighed  our  heroine,  bursting  out 
in  fresh  tears.  "Some  Tomes  I  think  you  are 
just  too  cruel."  4»     4»      4»     ♦      4-      *      * 

*  "Ah,  my  fair  lady,"  spake  Ochiltree,  step- 
ping up.  "Why  should  anyone  hesitate  to  help 
you?  Wood  you  like  to  marry  me  and  see 
some  Sites?  I  Gottlieb."      a      A      *      *      * 

*  "I  must  say  you  are  awfully  Frosch,*"  de- 
clared the  lady.  "But  I  seem  to  like  you  anyway. 
Perhaps  it's  your  good  looks.  All  right — 
Springer.  Where  shall  we  go?"  *     4»     4>     * 

*  "Well,  I  thought  we  might  take  a  fig  New- 
ton and  a  Murphy  and  plenty  of  Roberts' 
milk  and  a  Kittle  so  we  could  hitch-hike  to 
Cleveland."      a      a      *      4.      4.      *      4.      4' 

*  "That's  right — Walker,"  shouted  Harry, 
as  he  stuck  his  head  in  at  the  window.     *     * 

*  "I  detest  him,"  cried  Lucille.  "I  hate  the 
way  he  Oglesby  every  time  he  sees  me.  But 
go  on."         aaaaaaaaa 

*  "Once  there,  we  can  ask  Wolfard,  the  pilot 
of  the  Graf,  to  take  us  over  to  the  foreign 
countries.  That  is,  unless  you'd  like  to  Wade. 
That  would  put  some  Ginger  into  it.  Of  course 
we  will  take  Malless,  my  valet,  with  us."      4- 

*  "Oh,  wouldn't  that  be  wonderful?"  cried 
Lucille,  with  Klee.  "How  can  I  ever  thank  you 
for  getting  me  away  from  all  this?  I  was  on 
the  point  of  losing  my  mind  when  you  came 
along.  Oh,  and  that  reminds  me.  May  I  take  my 
Thomas  cat  along  for  a  mascot?  He  always 
brings  me  good  luck."     4.      4.      4*      4.      4.     4. 

*  "Oh,  surely,"  Ochiltree  replied,  leaning 
on  a  Rehling,  "And  as  for  thanking  me,  don't 
bother.  Rescuing  damsels  in  distress  is  my 
specialty."     aaaaaaaaa 

MARY   DUNCAN. 


*  Miss  Longshore,  reading  a  Latin  III  paper: 
The  principal  thing  that  the  Romans  ate  was 
oil.  Let  not  the  appetite  be  excited.    4.      4.      4. 


The  Song  of  the  Ford 

(With  Apologies   to  Tennyson) 

I  belong  to  High  School  Sam, 

I've  colors  bright  and  gay, 
And  though  I'm  often  called  a  "can" 

I'm  seen  on  every  roadway. 

I've  lost  my  hood;  my  windshield's  gone; 

My  "works"  I'm  not  concealing. 
And  here  and  there  some  part's  tied  on, 

And  here  my  paint  is  peeling. 

My  sides  are  red;  my  fenders,  green; 

My  wheels  go  in  all  directions, 
I  am  the  craziest  bus  yet  seen; 

There  can  be  no  exceptions. 

By  thirty  hills  I  hurry  down, 
I'm  King  of  pavements,  gravel. 

They'll  tell  you  in  most  every  town 
I  run  fine  on  the  level. 

But  as  for  going  up  a  hill, 

Well,  that's  another  matter. 
The  very  thought  to  me  is  "nil," 

I  raise  an  awful  clatter. 

My  brakes  were  never  very  good, 
And  when  to  stop  Sam  hankers, 

Says,  "Brakes  don't  work  the  way  they 
should," 
So  he  just  drops  the  anchors. 

So  on  and  on  I  noisily  go, 

And  do  I  wear  out?  Never! 
Though  cars  may  come  and  cars  may  go, 

I  seem  to  last  forever. 

KATHRYN   PERKINS. 


*  Mr.  Hargrave:  This  piece  of  bread  was  al- 
lowed to  stand  lying  down  without  a  cover  on 
the  table  during  the  full  first  period.        4.      4. 


*  Miss  Jones,  in  English  VIIc:  I  think  that  we 
could  all  talk  as  if  we  were  an  actor  or  actress. 

*  Joseph   Clutton:    I'll  be  Lon  Chaney.         * 


*  Miss  Kindig:   The  answer  is:    16   divided  by 
2,  plus  8  divided  7,  equals  3  84  divided  by  3.  4» 

*  Voice    from    rear:    What    is   this,    the   great 
£.4.4.4.4.4.4.4. 


divide?  * 
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Tech  Talkie  Team 

Hero    Frank   Reissner 

Shero    Bonnie  Moore 

Villain    Jack  McLaughlin 

Collegians    Humpy  Campbell 

Truman  Ragsdale 

Kid  Sister      Kathleen  Somers 

Blues  Singer    Ruth  Davis 

Sophisticate    Mary  Bohnstadt 

Sob  Sister    Marian  Edwards 

Character  Man  Emmett  Lowery 

"Lady  Killer"    Park  Lewis 

Cub  Reporter Norman  Newburg 

So  This  Is  London! Stan  Garner 

Big   Laugh    Francis   Cullivan 

Rah  Rah  Boy Eddie  Brantner 

Big  "He"  Man Dick  Rothert 

Weakling  Al    Newman 

FRANCES    MCGAW. 


With  the  R.  O.  T.  C.  Units 

(Concluded  from  page  47) 
*  The  military  band's  new  drum  and  trumpets 
were  conspicuous  figures  in  the  parade.  The 
drum,  presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peter  C. 
Reilly,  is  five  feet  in  diameter,  displaying  in 
large  green  letters  the  words  "Arsenal  Tech- 
nical Schools"  on  one  side  and  "Tech 
R.  O.  T.  C.  Band"  on  the  other.  Four  new  brass 
trumpets  are  three  feet  long,  and  from  each 
hangs  a  small  pennant,  green  on  one  side  and 
white  on  the  other,  each  bearing  one  of  the 
letters  of  "T-E-C-H."  These  trumpets  were 
bought   by   the  Military   department.         *      * 

LESTER  ENGEL  and  L.  D.   GINGER. 


*   Bud  Williams:   If  a  man  kills  his  wife  now- 
days,  he's  given  a  terrible  shock.  *      *      * 


Impressions  of  the  Football  Hero 

*  Freshie:    Isn't    he    marvelous?    He    wears    a 
block  T.  He  passed  me  in  the  hall  today.  * 

*  Sophomore:  He's  not  much.   (I  wish  I  knew 
him — I   think  he's  swell).        *      *      *      * 

*  Junior:    Gee,  he's  stuck   up.    Hardly  speaks 
to  me.    (I  wish  I  could  rate  him.)         *      * 

*  Senior:   Oh,  yeah,  he's  a  good  guy.  Do  you 
like  to  dance  with  him?    *      *      *      *      * 


The  Cannon  Artists 

(Concluded  from  page  41) 
was  worked  out  by  Maurine  Randolph.  Helen 
Shank  was  responsible  for  the  cleverly  designed 
title  page,  while  Charles  Glore  planned  the  art 
work  for  the  dedication  and  foreword  pages. 
William  Martin  designed  the  first  two  senior 
class  pages,  and  Mary  Duncan,  Jean  McHatton, 
William  Thomas,  Dave  Wicks,  Henry  Cuerst, 
Virginia  Allen,  and  Eloise  Riley  drew  the  rest 
of  the  senior  panels.  *      *      *      •$•      *      •$• 

*  Francis  Fox  drew  the  clever  double-page 
cartoon;  John  Lombard,  the  artistic  literature 
heading;  Frances  McCoy  and  Jean  McHatton, 
the  drawing  on  the  activities  division  page; 
and  William  Aust,  the  staff  for  the  class  song 
and  the  lettering  of  the  class  poem.    *      4*      * 

*  All  of  the  students  are  members  of  Mrs. 
Stewart's  commercial  art  classes.  4-      •$•      * 


*  Senior:  What's  a  lil?    ****** 

*  Freshman:  Well  now,  goodness  me.  A  lil — 
isn't  it  a  girl's  nickname  or  a  flower?  Oh  yes, 
a  dear  little  flower.    ******* 

*  Senior,  eyeing  the  freshman:  A  very  good 
example.        ********* 
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